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princess 


i never thought 
you were Anything like 
me 
but as we sit 
on hard wooden chairs and 
eat toasted 
tomato 
sandwiches, you 
tell your life story 
(in twenty-five words or less) 
and 1 remember what it feels like 
— to belong 


Beth Luchies 


Roles switched to maintain 
Equilibrium 


My father talked to his son in a coffee shop 


Rain, November, and bitterness 
Stayed outside 


Seth Veenstra 
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Love Potion 


Remnants of society’s love potion, 
Found guilty, no chance to enter a plea; 
Innocents sold to double seduction. 


Dust to ashes, trapped twice by temptation, 
Sent for execution, summarily; 
Remnants of society’s love potion. 


Hopeless and still devoid of emotion; 
Cold, stainless steel, sordid sterility. 
Innocents sold to double seduction. 


Sucked in and sucked out, easy solution. 
Lifeless pink bundle of passion’s debris, 
Remnants of society’s love potion. 


Unseen pictures of empty creation, 
Pages are torn from your biography; 
Innocents sold to double seduction. 


My nameless child, infant crucifixion, 
Doomed by sanctimonious apathy; 


Remnants of society’s love potion, 
Innocents sold to double seduction. 


Amy Hilborn 


Page ~ 


The Beach 


“1’m bored of War.” Mara hands her small stack of cards, now 
scudded with sand, to her big sister Rebekah. 

“That’s just because you’re losing.” 

“Am not. Anyway, you can say you win all you want, cause I 
quit.” Mara stands and picks up her beach towel to shake it out. 

“Careful you don’t get sand in someone’s eyes.” 

“T’m not dumb.” She takes her towel over to where the sand runs 
into prickly grass, more yellow than green. She shakes out her towel 
and wraps it around her waist. There is still sand in the towel, and it 
pricks her thighs as she walks back to where the family beach umbrella 
is. Two teenaged boys run by, spraying sand with their quick feet. She 
looks over her shoulder to see them run to picnic tables, where there 
are barbecues and coolers and beach towels but no plastic tablecloths. 
The boys run to a girl who is talking to another boy as he constantly 
flips burgers. The girl wears a purple bikini top and jean shorts. One 
boy grabs her wrists and the other grabs her ankles, which are bare 
though she wears running shoes, and they haul her toward the water 
as she screams. 

Mara swallows as she watches the boys carry the girl right to the 
shallow-end bouy line; the girl screams and laughs and does not break 
free. Mara remembers the front of her lunch box, which has a picture of 
cabbage patch dolls playing a game of tug-of-war with a small stream 
between the two teams. The team that loses will get wet, but none of 
them seem to even mind; they are as smiling as ever, not worried that they 
are not in swimming clothes but are about to get a soaker. 

The boys still suspend the girl above the water, their hands closer 
now to her knees, to her elbows, gripping. She protests that she is 
wearing her shoes, and Mara realizes that they will get sopping wet, 
but the boys don’t seem to care; they toss her into the water. The girl 
emerges, shakes out her hair, and splashes the boys, feebly, in revenge. 
They are already wet. 

Mara sets down her towel by her parents and walks a detour down 
to the water, not making eye contact with the boys, fearing that they will 
take her by the wrists and throw her in also. She wants to go in the water, 
but not that way. She would not laugh if they threw her in. 
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Elemental 


The sun beats down 
blazing heat 

onto the small of my back 
like a strong hand 
leading 

me through a room 
crowded with people 
one hand in mine 

the other on my back 
we tur 

to each other 

and the world blinks 


The rain pounds down 

cold and unrelenting 
running down my neck 
dancing across my shoulders 
sliding down my spine 

like fingers tracing names 
carving lies 

into my back and shoulders 
brushing pain 

across my lips 

taking time to learn my neck 
delicately 

tenderly 

and the world sighs 


The snow drifts down 
quiet and shy 

each pair of flakes 

like dance partners 
learning their steps 
spinning on air 

gracefully 

whispering tales of things to come 
promises made 

are broken 

lying under a warm blanket 
and the world skips a beat 


I am standing 
let the wind howl 
let the thunder roar 
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let the sand blow 
closing our eyes 

we breathe together 
and begin our dance 
the world stirs 

I awaken 

the dawn only comes 
once a day 


Melanie Cabrey 


The Salt Garden 


In the salt garden we were kings 
Remembering slaves who kissed our feet 
Beneath our iron shackles 

In those burnished marshes 

Our chains were safety 

Holding, protecting 

From unsized fruit 

These we polished to the corner song 
Of rusting armor 

And we laughed 

And winked to each other 

Down the line 


In the salt garden we fled 

Shedding kisses 

And fell into stacksful of 

Hay and matches 

The pindrop coarseness on bare backs 

The spraying sparks with seedcores of death 
And we slept through the hazing harvest 


In the salt garden 

We lost our sense of smell 

And all our tongues went numb 

There subject slaves were good enough 
And breaking freedom shook the souls 
Of backwards walking men 

Packing mouths with Godbread 

And holding Joseph’s bones 


Brett Alan Dewing 
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“Mercy Buckets” 


“The Mercy Buckets Theatre Company will be mounting a production of 
Shakespeare’s Romeo and Juliet, to be directed by the Reverend Mrs. Helen Shaeffer. 
Auditions will be held July 18" and 19", at seven o’clock in the evening. Please bring 
a lot of enthusiasm and a prepared section of the text to read.” 

That was the ad in the “Hometown Happenings” section of the Mercy Tribune. 
The tiny little Ohio town was known for its champion dairy cows, Stella Arbuckle’s 
cherry pie, and the annual lawn mower riding contest; known for their theatrical 
prowess they were not. However, the new minister’s wife, Helen Shaeffer, had what 
was known about town as “literary leanings,” and had swiftly appropriated the old fire 
hall for her stage plans. The Mercy Buckets Theatre Company premiered one hot June 
with a less than stellar rendition of My Fair Lady. After that fiasco, which involved 
a town fight over the rewording of Dover’s bloomin’ arse, the undaunted Rev. Mrs. 
Shaeffer took a stab at a Lloyd-Weber musical, but the Ladies Sewing Circle flatly 
refused to sew three dozen spandex cat suits. 

Rethinking her strategy slightly, Rev. Mrs. Shaeffer decided upon the classic 
tragedy. She was an impressive, if somewhat overbearing figure, seated in the front 
row of wooden folding chairs on the first night of auditions. Her brown hair was 
up in what she considered a very artistic bun, with several pens stuck through 
the knot. Her glasses perched on the end of her nose, and she thumbed through 
her papers importantly. 

Avery Phillips auditioned first; the youngster had a stutter and a rampant 
case of acne. Rev. Mrs. Shaeffer was about to veto him completely, but the look 
of hope on his face led her to cast him as Romeo. After all, her only other male 
auditionees were Leon Smith, who was fifty and a three-time riding mower champ, 
and Avery’s friend Jimmy Franklin, who had all the grace of a drunk giraffe. 
Avery would have to do. 

The Rev. Mrs. Shaeffer nearly jumped out of her navy directorial suit when 
Amy Celeste Kirby strolled in, bedecked in tiny denim cut-offs and a red halter top. 
Everyone knew that Amy Celeste was the “easiest” girl at Mercy High. Rev. Mrs. 
Shaeffer had to swallow her fury, however, because Amy Celeste had a passable 
voice, and the only other females signed up were over forty. Gritting her teeth behind 
a smile, she cast Amy Celeste as Juliet. | 

Having decided on the young lovers, the Rev. Mrs. Shaeffer was hard pressed 
to populate the rest of Verona. Stella Arbuckle’s promise of refreshments at the 
rehearsals seemed to motivate folks, though, and she was able to scrape together 
a cast, motley though they were. 

It was halfway into the first rehearsal that the Rev. Mrs. Shaeffer was starting 
to doubt her own sanity. Leon Smith, her Capulet, was late for practice because the 
riding mower race trials were scheduled for the same night. Avery Phillips had a fresh 
crop of pimples, Amy Celeste’s voluptuous presence worsened his stutter, and his 
voice kept cracking. Myra Figgis, the bank president’s wife playing Lady Capulet, had 
thrown a diva-worthy fit when she heard that she was supposed to play “that hussy’s” 
mother and had, trying to make an emphatic exit, tripped over the footlights and 
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landed generous bottom first in Stella Arbuckle’s proffered baked goods. The town 
librarian, Mabel Jenkins, had agreed to act as stage manager and prompter, but 
her dentures kept clicking, and when she slipped them out to refresh the poli-grip, 
Jimmy Franklin had hidden them in what remained of the cherry pie. Everything 
crashed to a halt while the company searched for them; Jimmy, doubled over with 
laughter, tumbled into the orchestra pit, where his convulsive laughter echoed 
hollowly until Avery fished him out. 

When poor Mabel went to rinse off her pilfered teeth in the public 
washroom, Rev. Mrs. Shaeffer tried to restore order in the mayhem and explain 
to Amy Celeste why “stripper-in-training” blazoned with sequins on a pink tank 
top was not appropriate rehearsal wear. Having just made what she thought to be 
a highly instructive lecture on professional thespianism (which made Jimmy and 
Avery snicker and Amy Celeste grin wickedly), she was interrupted by a plaintive 
howl reverberating from the front lobby. 

Mabel Jenkins dashed through the hall, her green polyester suit dripping 
wet, dentures nowhere in sight. All anyone could understand without the help 
of those false teeth was “ba’room’s ‘loodin’!” The company hurried into the 
lobby, where the broken tap in the washroom was spewing like a geyser, and 
indeed, flooding the whole foyer. 

Arming her actors with mops and giving the mechanically inclined Leon 
a wrench with which to fix the faucet, the wet and less than dignified Rev. Mrs. 
Shaeffer was about to cancel the rehearsal for the evening when Amy Celeste’s 
hysterical laughter pealed out from the hall. Skidding through a puddle, Rev. 
Mrs. Shaeffer was just in time to see two mild-looking cows ambling through 
the hall. One paraded up onto the stage and started chewing on the potted fern 
that was left from the Memorial Day speeches, while the other moseyed into 
the carnage of the refreshments table and availed herself of Stella Arbuckle’s 
mutilated cherry pie. | 

Annie Stoltzfoos, the Amish woman down the road who owned the cows, 
came puffing into the hall, followed by giggling sons Amos and Ben. They stopped 
and stared in wide-eyed bemusement. Jimmy Franklin and Avery Phillips were 
fencing with mop handles while Leon Smith cheerfully brandished his monkey 
wrench. Myra Figgis glowered as she tried to brush pie crust off her ample 
posterior. Mabel Jenkins was down on her knees in the flooded foyer, searching 
for her “theeth”. Amy Celeste Kirby was perched atop the mild bovine on stage, 
declaiming “Romeo, Romeo! Wherefore art thou Romeo,” while the beast traipsed 
around munching scenery. And in the midst of it all, the Reverend Mrs. Helen 
Shaeffer sat in a puddle, laughing until her sides ached. All Annie could make out 
was ‘Mercy buckets! Oh my, mercy buckets!’ 

“Due to circumstances beyond the director’s control, the Mercy Buckets 
Theatre Company will not be performing Romeo and Juliet as previously 
announced. All those interested in trying out for The Best Christmas Pageant Ever, 
please contact Rev. Mrs. Shaeffer. See you at the theatre!’ 
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Chicken Dinner 


You tear tender 
meat from bone 
cartilage cut 
from fat 


later 

in your truck 

my thumb 

caresses your hand 
I feel 

meat on bone 
cartilage 

fat | 


Ruth Reitsma 


Heavenly Bodies 


a bad day 
an understatement 


which you corrected 

with your mismatched clothes 
(laundry day) 

and your wet winter hair 
(rapid noon shower) 

and your storyteller’s voice 
and your stories 


now, when i’m with you 
i keep my eyes open 

for white feathers 

sheets of harp music 
when 1’m with you 


i take off my watch 


Ruth Reitsma 
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christmas 


you 
have found Someone | 
and in between sips of 
cold coffee 
and kodak moments 
you plan the rest of your life 
together 
while 1 suck on stale 
licorice allsorts 
and wait for my life 
to start 


Beth Luchies 


madonna 


once a united colors of bennetton 

ad, a slender mother with the smooth skin 

of a teenager, standing serene, eyes closed, 
holding her infant, wrapped in designer sleepwear, 
sleeping. 


suddenly she’s surrounded in digestive cookie 

crumbs and books like “bye bye thumb sucking” 
bought by her mother at a rummage sale and a mangled 
butterfly tattoo, once tiny, on her abdomen, 

which she touches while the toddler 

in the crib in the corner 

stirs. 


Judith Byl 
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To a winter phoenix 


- When you say you want enough money for a 
plane ticket, 
those are plans, 
not passions. 


And when you say you’re tired of fish, 

and when you complain of gloomy Sundays, 
do you forget the necessity of grief? 

No plane can soar past it. 


But I’m tired too. 


It is 

disquieting to wait 

for your own wings to melt 
through the old, caked snow. 


But till then, 

the tongue of light can 
sleep us there, 

drift us like lamp smoke 
to the place 

of weightless mountains. 


The spring will wait, 
till we rise 

a steam of tears 

for us and our new way. 


And so the rain will pelt, 
and we will blaze free, 


flying unconstrained 
by ticket plans. 


Mark Chiang 
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What was thought then 


And this is how I touch you, 

though with ripped fingers: 

Let me reach across the span 

of a thousand thawing rivers. 
Our first night | 
In which we press our lucid lips 
Then lukewarm streams of just thought 
Leading me to believe in some dream 
Some soporific spring at hand 

Is this the last song of more. 

The mellifluous balm for my sore. 


Jeff Timmermans 


Untitled 


God, Father, holy, just, right, and good— 

Reach down to me for you are all the Father I have; 
Instruct me, for I am foolish; rebuke, for I rebel 
Enter into my anger and pull me out, to grace _ 
For I do love you, and I would see your face. 


Anita Brinkman 
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Pretensions 


Clothed in transparent 
golden polyester, 

she hides her slick and lean 
desired skin 


Pungent odour of 

thwarted fertility 

hair shorn broken 

at the roots torn 

from the real world 

she lies vulnerable, waiting 
Persephone, forced above 
ground to face an audience 
of eager pimps and clients 


Her eyes water as fragile slimy 
layers are peeled back to reveal 
a potent rawness that seeps from 
her sulphured core 


Stripped down cold 
and naked she lures 
still the sweaty 
taste lingers 


Her haunting scent left behind 
in the beds of mouths left 
open and longing 


She calls to all 

inside the frying pan of her 
existence to say 

that she is more, much more 
than an onion 


Amy Hilborn 


The Baptism of Children 


because you will kill a man 

you must die 

because you will strike a stone 

and not speak 

you may not enter the land 

so come the soldiers even now 

my newborn son 

my firstborn son 

to wash their dirty hands in your blood 


but yet there is a way my son 

if I will place you in this water 

in the name of the Father 

you are my son 

and your holy spirit 

will guide you to the other shore 

where gentle hands will part the rushes 

and you will be gathered in beautiful arms 
that shake with surprise 

although you were expected 

and lift to rejoice 

though you are not the first 

and open wide to accept you completely 
though you will turn on those who adopt you 
and so I must leave you in the house of a king 


but oh my son 

my new-born son 

the king will call for your sister Miriam 
for so lam now 

your sister (Our Father) 

and I may nurse and care and keep you 
and train you up to be an heir 


Brett Alan Dewing 
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Hockey Player (Canadian Gold) 


i think often of your feet 

shoed in sharpened skates 

dancing lightly, despite sub-zero cold 
silver speed and frosted breath 


shoed in sharpened skates 

i think of boiling blood and sweaty toes 
silver speed and frosted breath 

fans continue their worship dance 


i think of boiling blood and sweaty toes 
unseen training in the off-season 

fans continue their worship dance 
unaware of mortal idolatry 


Ruth Reitsma 


Poem for a One Armed Chair 


This wooden amputee 
more open 

to hold 

a weary body 

than others of its kind, 
will not constrict 

like others 

that would hug us to the table. 
In quiet confidence 

it lets us slip 

in and out of its support 
letting go easily 

but always willing 

to hold ; 

in its broken embrace 


Walter Miedema 


Old Man 


An old man in a cardigan on the corner of the street 
between the dull concrete walls with a wooden plank for his seat 
rests his gnarled fingers on a worn book lying on his lap, 
his bright brown eyes searching anxiously from underneath his cap 
for a friendly smile in the crowd of dismal grey faces 
rushing by on their way to their dismal grey places, 
“T have many stories to share,” he whispers to the cold faces above, 
“stories from my youth until now, stories of happiness and love.” 
He pauses, “I was a fisherman once, I lived by the sea, 
with my young wife and children, in a poor community. 
My brothers and I — we owned a sleek wooden boat 
oh! she’d rather fly through the sea than bother to float 
We would row the craft out into the deep emerald ocean 
and fling our nets over the waters with one soaring motion 
then we would sing and tell stories to enrich the short day 
or sometimes we'd be silent and listen to the ocean spray,” 
his eyes focus on the dusty surface of the old album, 
and his ancient fingers tap ardently in a rhythmic drum, 
“there would be enough fish for our families — for them to eat 
and with the left-overs we could buy whatever we might need, 
Oh— and my young family, what fine stories I have to share,” 
the old man opens the book and points, “see that? we once lived there. 
this small yellow shack, beside the blue one, under that palm tree 
see, that’s my wife, those are my sons, and my daughter’s on my knee, 
my sons and I would play cricket on the beach until sundown, 
and some days I’d go to the market with my daughter, in town 
I’d buy her a bracelet, some milk chocolate, or a book 
and we would bring home some rice and chicken for my wife to cook.” 
The old man carefully closes the album and folds his hands 
smiling and lifting his eyes to catch a passerby’s glance. 
But their faces are stone and their ears are the same 
so they don’t even bother to ask him his name. 


John denBoer 
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His Playmate’s Scowl 


Fingers traced the lines creasing the faded photograph. Sore, red eyes registered the date 
scrawled in the corner: July 11, 1988. Reenie stared at the urchin-like child with matted orange hair, 
slumped on the curb and meeting her gaze. The girl in the picture gave the camera a sullen glare, 
making the affectionate arm she draped around her companion appear out of place. The companion, 
a small boy, peeked out from under a bowl-shaped mop of dirty blonde hair that nearly covered 
his glasses; the crack in the lens over his left eye was still visible. He smiled shyly. She wore an 
ill-fitting peach jumper and blue Mary Janes. He wore nothing but a pair of stone washed jeans with an 
elasticized waist and patches on both knees. Neither child revealed any teeth. | 

It was strange to think that most people, when looking at a picture, forget to consider who 
might have taken it. The image simply exists for them, a snapshot of a time and place that may only 
live in memory now. But every picture needs a photographer. It was this reality that puzzled Reenie 
now. Who would have taken a picture of her and Denny? She couldn’t remember when it was taken, 
- but everything about it looked familiar. She could imagine it like any other summer afternoon they 
had spent there together, out in front of Choi’s convenience store. There they would sit, and talk, and - 
watch the people going in to buy milk and cigarettes. 

She had often been the one to get there first. It was an unspoken understanding that Reenie 
was never to knock on the door leading to the tiny apartment behind the store. Reenie never said 
that Denny’s parents frightened her; Denny never said that he didn’t want her to see where he 
lived. So, she would wait for him until he noticed her from the window. Then she would watch 
the gray door slam into the side of the house, scattering paint chips onto the cracked asphalt as 
Denny scampered to his spot beside her. He would look down at the sewer grate by their feet and 
ask, “Seen any Ninja Turtles?” 

“Denny, there’s no such things as Ninja Turtles,” 

His response was always a grin followed with, “I know.” 

Reenie smoothed out the picture again and placed it on her dresser. She twisted the short 
copper curls covering her head. No, there wasn’t anyone she could think of that would be interested 
in taking a picture of the two of them. She didn’t have a mother. Her father never went to the 
convenience store. Denny’s parents never even saw daylight, or so it seemed. And Hannah only used 
to go to the store to fetch her sister for supper. Denny and Reenie mattered to everyone else as much 
as everyone else mattered to them—very little. 

It was wonderful then, only caring about one person, and having the comfort in knowing that 
the same person cared only about her. It was the way they survived—Us versus the World. The only 
problem of course, was that “Us” didn’t last forever. When it ended, no one was there to tell her what 
she was supposed to do, or even what she could do. 

Denny’s family moved away when the store went under new management fourteen years 
ago. Nobody had even bothered to tell her. Nobody thought to inform the little girl waiting on 
the steps in the rain for over two hours that the little boy didn’t live behind the store anymore. 
The new manager had politely asked her to leave if she wasn’t going to buy anything. When she 
mumbled something about looking for Ninja Turtles, he patted her sopping head and told her to 
go home and watch some more TV. She could still feel the patronizing hand plastering her hair 
to her neck and the unwelcome drips down the back of her sweater that followed. Reenie shook 
her head. She would not cry anymore. | | 

The doorbell rang. Looking through the peephole Reenie saw Hannah, standing at a 
despicably elegant 5’11, her soft black hair pulled back into a loose ponytail. The door swung 
open reluctantly. 

“What do you want?” Reenie sighed. The two young women faced each other in the 
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doorway. Reenie knew what it meant for her sister to come here. Her sister never came to this 
side of town. She observed Hannah’s rigid stance and how her right hand fidgeted with the ring 
on her left thumb. 

“I’d like to come in,” Hannah managed quietly. 

“Why?” 

“Because I want to talk to you.” 

“What could you possibly have to say to me?” : 

“I wanted to tell you that... I just thought you might want to know . . . I’m sorry about 
Denny.” Hannah closed her eyes, bracing herself for what might come next. 

“You’re sorry? You’re sorry? “ Reenie cried. “What do you have to be sorry ; about? Did 
you make him move away? Did you steal my only friend only to inform me now, fourteen years 
later that he put a bullet in his head?” She kicked the door into the dresser beside it, denting the 
corner and knocking over a picture frame. 

Hannah watched helplessly. “Look, I know, Denny’s parents didn’t do a wonderful job of 
breaking the news to you, but could they have said it any other way to make it hurt less? Think about 
what this is like for them. They lost a son.” 

All reasoning was wasted on Reenie and she continued as if she were the only one in the 
apartment. “How did they even know we were friends? What could have possessed them to send me 
a letter telling me that a kid I haven’t seen in over a decade is dead?” Reenie paced around the room. 
Hannah took the opportunity to step inside and sit on the couch. She settled herself in the gray, lumpy 
cushions as the frantic, elfish girl continued, “If they felt obligated to tell me that, why didn’t they 
tell me he was leaving in the first place?” 

“They wanted to.” 

Reenie stopped pacing. She turned to her sister with a look of fetes incredulity. “What.” 
The word dropped out of her mouth. | 

Hannah looked down. “They came to tell you,” she whispered. “You weren’t home. I was mad. 
They said they got evicted and had to leave for Michigan the next day. Denny wanted you to come over 
for dinner to say goodbye. I was mad...” She slowly raised her head. “I was jealous.” 

Reenie’s expression slowly turned to one of disgust. “How dare you?” 

“T know it was awful and IJ felt--” | 

“How dare you even come here!” Reenie cried. “First, first you start with your holier-than-thou 
crap and telling me to forget my own feelings because his parents lost a son! And now!” 

“T didn’t mean that, please Ree--” 

“And now you sit here, thinking that /ying to me about what really nana is going to make 
me feel better!” Her brown eyes blazed. There were no tears. 

Hannah stared at her sister. “Wait, y-you don’t believe me?” 

A knowing smirk spread over Reenie’s face. “This is so you, Hannah. Taking an opportunity 
like this to make yourself look good. Good, beautiful Hannah the scapegoat. It makes me sick!” She 
shook her head in disbelief. “Do you think I’m an idiot?” 

Hannah stretched out her skirt and tucked a loose flyaway behind her ear, struggling not to 
lose control. “Reenie, think about it. Why would I make this up? Why would I want you mad at me? 
I didn’t tell you this because I thought it would make you feel better. I told you to make myself feel 
better. Maybe that is selfish, but I’m sick to death of thinking about it. I hate feeling guilty.” Reenie 
now stood in front of her, looking at the ground, shivering slightly and biting her thumbnail. Hannah 
swallowed hard. “Do you hear me?” A jagged sob escaped, despite her efforts. “I hate it! And if 
you decide you don’t want to deal with it, I guess that’s up to you. Why not? You’ve managed to 
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avoid dealing with things your entire life. But I can’t live like that, Reenie! I won’t live like that! 
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The brimming hazel eyes pleaded for some sort of acknowledgement, but Reenie remained still, her 
eyes unfocused, staring through the window. | 

“Get out.” It was enough. Carefully, Hannah dabbed her eyes with a tissue and rose to her 
feet. She walked towards the door, opened it, and stepped out. Then she paused for a minute, her hand 
still on the doorknob. Her head turned slightly, and she said over her shoulder, “I really am sorry. 
But only about Denny.” The door clicked behind her. 

Concrete thoughts struggled to form in Reenie’s consciousness. The only words that came to 
her were her sister’s. J was mad. I was jealous. You’ve managed to avoid... : 
She made her way back to the dresser and picked up the picture again. 


‘““Reenie?” 

“What, Denny?” 

“How come you always play with me and never Hannah?” He picked up a pebble and drew 
with it on the sidewalk absent-mindedly. 

“T don’t like her.” | 

“But, how ata She doesn’t look mean. Whenever she comes here to get you, she smiles 
and says ‘hi’ to me.’ 

Reenie slipped her hands into the pockets of her peach jumper. “So what? She doesn’ t need 
me. My daddy loves her best. Her mommy loved her best.” 

_ “Her mommy’s dead.” 

“Mine didn’t never want me. That’s almost the same thing. Daddy loved Hannah’s mommy 
more. My daddy loved Hannah’s mommy more and he loves Hannah more. Everybody does.” 

“T don’t. But I think she’s a nice girl.” 

“Shut up. I think she’s coming.” 

Sure enough, a slender girl no older than ten was distinguishable a ways down the road, strolling 
gracefully, a long mane of shiny black hair flipping around her shoulders in the breeze. When she 
saw Reenie she quickened her pace and nearly skipped the rest of the way. Her breathless arrival was 
greeted with a pleasant “Hello” from Denny and a look of indifference from her sister. 

“Suppertime already?” 

“No, silly, it’s only four o’clock,” the newcomer giggled. 

“So why did you come?” 

“Well...” she started nervously, “I didn’t have anyone to play with, so guess what?” 

“What?” Denny asked out of politeness, raising an eyebrow for effect. 

“Took!” Hannah pulled a rectangular leather case out of her pocket triumphantly. “Daddy 
said I could play with his camera! He said there’s only a few pictures left, and if I’m careful I 
can take some. Neat huh?” 

Reenie looked at Hannah’s expression and then glanced at the camera. “Yeah, sure.” 

“Well don’t you want to play?” 

Before Denny could answer Reenie stood up. “No we don’t. We were having a fun time 
already.” | 

Hannah moved some gravel around with her feet. “Oh.” 

“My parents never take pictures of me. I’ll be in a picture,” Denny gave his best reassuring 
smile, as if to make up for his playmate’s scowl. 

“Really? Oh good! Here, sit closer to Reenie.” He slid closer. “Okay, now Reenie, put your 
arm around his shoulder.” Reenie only glared. Gently, Denny lifted her arm and swung it around his 


neck. “Perfect! Don’t move!”’ 
* * * 
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